Would, as the flood, destroy all fowl and beast.

And were the doctrine new

That the earth mov'd, this day would make it true;'

For every part to dance and revel goes;

They tread the air, and fall not where they rose.

Though six hours since the sun to bed did part.

The masks and banquets will not yet impart

A sunset to these weary eyes,

a centre to this heart.

The Bride9s going to Bed

What meanest thou, Bride! this company to keep ?

To sit up till thou fain would'st sleep ?

Thou may'st not when thou'rt laid do so:

Thyself must to him a new banquet grow,

And you must entertain,

And do all this day's dances o'er again,

Know, that if sun and moon together do

Rise in one point, they do not set so too:

Therefore thou may'st, fair Bride! tq bed depart!

Thou art not gone being gone; where'er thou art

Thou leav*st in him thy watchful eyes,

in him thy loving heart.